


The Tragedie of 

YceU flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a flower. 
Guard stJ pray tliee with alurking Adder, 

Whofe double tox^ gue liqay with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thv Soueraincs enemies ; 
Mockenotiny fenfleffe coniuration Lords ; 

This earth {liA.lt haue afecling, and thefe fton.es- 
Prooue armed Souldier^er^h.er natiueKing 
Shall falter vndcrfioule rebellious armes. 

fari. Feare not my Lord, that power that made youICin 
'Hath power to keepe you king infpite of all; 

The meanes that heauens yeeldmuffbe imbrac’t 
And not neglected. Elfe heauen would, 

And we w'ouldnot;heauens offeree r.efufe 
The proffered meanes of fuccours and redrelTe. , 

A*m. He.meanes,my Lord, that wearetoremiffe, 
Whilft r B ullttigbrookfj.hx o u gh« ur fecurity, 

•Crowes ftrongand great in fubftan.ce.and in power. 

• King. Difcomfortablecoo{xn,knowftthounot, 
Thatwhen the fearching eie ofheauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights the lower world, 

Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfeene, 

In murthers.andin outrage bloody heere. 

But when from vnderJjis terreftrxall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of . the efteme pines. 

And darts his light through eucry guilty hole ; 

Then murders, treafons, arid detefted finries, 

The cloakeofnightbeing pluckt from off their ha ekes, 
Stand bareand naked trcniblingat themfelues: 

So whenibis thiefe,this traitour Bulhngbxotl\e. t 
Who all this while hath reueld in thenight 
Whilft, we were \v.and ring with the Antipodes,. 

Shall fee vs rifing in our thtonethe Eaft, 

His treafons will fit blufhing in his face, . 

Not able to endure, the fight of day, 

But felfe affrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can walh the balme off from an annoy ntedKirig. 
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King Richard the Second . 

The breath of worldly men cannot depole 
The deputy elefted by theTwOrd, 

For euery man that HnlUngbyookf hath preft, 

To lift /hrewde fleele againft our golden crowne 5 




” o o 

God for his Ric ; hath in beauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Wcake men muff fall, for heauen ftill guardes the right. 
Enter S*h(h. 

King. Welcome my Lord rhowfarre offlics your power! 
SaHfj. Nor necre nor farther offlmv gratious Lord : 
Than tliis weake arme ; difeomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeake ofnothing bu tDefpai fe, ° 

Oneday too late,Ifeare, my noble Lo: 

Hath clouded all thy happy dayes on earth, 

O call backe yefterday, bid Time returnc, 

And thou (halt haue twcluc thoufand fighting men: 

To day, to day,vnhappy day,too late, 

Ouerthrowes thy ioyes, friends, fortune and thy Bate : 

For all the Welckmen hearing thou wert dead. 

Arc gone to 'Bn/inglbrooke ) difper{t ) and fled . 

Jb*m. Comfort, my liege, why looker your Grace fo pale? 
But now the bloud oftwenty thoufandmen 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc Bed : 

And till fo much bloud thither come againc, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride, 

Aam. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King? 

Awake thou coward, Maieftie thou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twentie thoufand irames? 

Arme, arme, my name a puny fubieft ftrikes 
At thy great glory, looke not to the ground, 
tj CC ?L OUntes ofa King, are tve not hi^H? 5 
High be our thoughts,;! know my vnckleTorfc (heere? 

iiatn power euough to feruc our turne : but who comes 
Eriter Scroop*. 

sompe. More health and happinefle betide my Liege; 
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